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Hajl. So profper I, as I fwearc pcrfeft louc, ^ 

Riu. And l,as 1 louc Haftings with my heart. 
l&».Madame,your felfc are not exempt in this, 

Nor your fonneDorfet, Buckingham, noryou. 

You haue been fadious one againft the other : 

Wife, louc Lord Hadings, let him ki tie your hand, ' 
o^fnd what you doe,do it vnfainedly, 

^«.Herc Haftings, 1 will neuer more remember 
Our former hatred, fo thriuc I and mine. 

ZJor.Thus enterchange of louc,l hereproteft, 

Vpon my part fliall be vnuiolable, 

Ha, And fo fwearc I my Lord. 

Kin, Now princely Buckingham fcale thou this league, 
With thy embraccment to my wiucs allies. 

And make me happie in your vnitie. 

Rue, When euer Buckingham doth turnc his hate 
On you,or yours, but with all dutiouslouc 
Dothcherifh you and yours, God punifli me 
With hate, in thole where 1 exped mod loue, 

When I haue moil need to imploy a friend. 

And moll allured that he is a friend, 

Deepe, hollow, trecherous, and full of guile 
Behevntomc.Thisdoe I beggeofGod, 

When I am cold in zeale to you or yours. 

Kin, t^pleafing cordiall princely Buckingham, 

Is this thy vowe vnto my fickly heart : 

There wanteth now our brother Glofter here, 

To make the perfed period of this peace. 

Enter Glscefhr, 

Buc. And in good time here comes the noble Duke, 
Glo. Good morrow to my foueraigne King and Queers 
And princely pecrcs,a happie time ofday. 

ifr«.Happie indeed, as we haue (pent the day . 

Brother we haue done deedes of charitie .* 

Made peace of enmitie, faire loue of hate, 

Betweene thefe fwelling wrong inccnfedPeeres. 

Glo , A blciled labour mod foueraigne liege, 

Amcngd this princely heapc,if any here 
By falfc intelligence, or wrong furmife 
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Hold me a foe, if I vnwittingly or in my rage, 

Haue ought committed that is hardly borne 

By anyin this prefence, I defire 

To reconcile me to his friendly peace, 

Tis death to meto beat enmitie, 

I hate it, and defire all good mens loue, 

Fird Madame, I intreate peace ofyou, 

Which 1 purchafe with my dutiousferujee, 

Ofyou my noble coufcn Buckingham, 

If euer any grudge werelod’gd betwdene vs, 

Ofyou my Lord Riuers,and Lord Gray ofyou, 

That all without defert haue fvownd on me, 
Dukes,Eailes, Lords, Gentlemen,indeed ©f all.- 
I do net know that Englifli man aliue. 

With whome my fouleis any iottc at oddes. 

More then the infant that is borne tonight; 

1 thanke my God for my humilitic, 

£)tt, A holy day fliall this be kept hereafter, 

I would to God all drifes were well compounded! 

My foueraigne liege I do bcfecch you Maieftic 
T o take our brother Clarence to your grace. 

Cjlo .Why Madame, haue 1 offred loue for this, 
Tobethusfcornde in this roy all prefence l 
Who knowes not that the noble Duke is dead ? 

You doe him iniurictofeornc hiscoarfe. 

Ri, Who knowes nothe is dead ? who knowes he isi 
Jgn.AU feeing heauen,what a world is this i 
JSw.Looke I fo pale Lord Dorfet as the red l 
Dor I my good Lord, and no one in this prefence,' 
But his redcolour hath forfooke his ehcekes, 

JCin.ls Clarence dead the order was reuerd, 

Glo. But hefpoore foule)by your fird order dide. 
And that a winged Mercury did bcare, 

Sometardie criple bore thecountcrmaund. 

That came too lagge to fee him buried : 

God graunt that fomelelle nobfe,and idle loyail, 
Neerer in bloody thoughts, but not in blood : 

Deferue not worfethen wretched Clarence did. 

And y et goe currant from fufpition. Enter 
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